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we'll just keep going and trust to our luck to keep clear.
This is the longest spell at the wheel 1 ever remember having, and I have every prospect of being here the remainder of the night. Mr. Wellman, the only man who can relieve me, lias his hands full elsewhere, but on occasions like this we must expect long hours on duty.
This is a night I won't forget. Sitting at the helm tired and anxious as we rush into the dense fog. unable to hear anything but the noise of our motors, I realize that this trip is no picnic. Two or three times I dropped off to sleep and pulled myself together with a start. So the night drags on.